THE BATTLE OF THE MACAR.    2O9
There was a company of sixty tlmbrians who stood firmly on their legs, their pikes advanced before their eyes, unshaken and grinding1 their teeth as they cut down and forced back two syntagmata at once. The Bpiroto sliophordrf ran on to the left squadron of the Clinabarians, timed their horses by the manes, twisting their clubs in them, till the tortured animate, throwing their riders, fled across the plain. The Punic slingors, scattered here and there, stood agape. The phalanx began to waver, the captains ran about distracted, the roar ranks pushed on the soldiers, and the Barbarians had re-formed their lines. Thpy returned to the charge; the victory was within their grasp.
But a cry, one frightful shriek, burst out, a roar of pain and rage; it was the seventy-two elephants charging down in a double line. Hamilcar had waited until the Mercenaries were massed in a single spot, before loosing the elephants upon them; the Indians had goaded them so vehemently that the blood ran over their large ears. Their trunks were bedaubed with minium, and they held them straight in the air like red serpents; their breasts were accoutred with a boar-spear, their backs with a cuirass, their tusks elongated with iron blades curved like sabres; and to render them more ferocious, they had been intoxicated with a mixture of pepper, pure wine, and incense. They shook their collars of bells, shrieking, and the elephantarchs lowered their heads to avoid the stream of flaming darts which began to fly from the tops of the towers.
In order to resist the charge more effectually the Barbarians closed up in a compact body; the elephants